DISGRACE   ABOUNDING
looked after me with some irritation as he saw that I went away,
to visit some more of those destitute Czechs and Germans, in the
company of a widow, a most Christian soul, who gave all her time
to them. Yet he had asserted that he was a Czech.
Alas and alack, I see no man or men great enough to realize,
accept and boldly state these truths and put an end to what
Julius Malychek, in his little Czech town, in a despairing cry,
called 'dieses Ahasvertum9 — the wandering of the Jews, and the
destruction of Gentile ideals which it brings with it.
Hitler could do it, and become the idol of the Jews and turn the
tables on those muddle-headQpt and not really compassionate
people in the world who feed their self-esteem, varnish their
tarnished reputations for humanity, with loud outcry about the
persecution of the Jews. But I don't think he is great enough to
see the opportunity or grasp it. His present greatness, as it seems
to me, is only the sum of the littleness of the men who, in many
countries, happened to be cast for the other leading parts when he
advanced to the front of the world stage.
Meanwhile the new dispersal is in progress. The Jews are
straining every nerve to get from the countries where anti-Semitism
is rising to those where it does not now exist or is only latent. Do
not think that they have any greater love in their hearts for those
countries, or that they will love them when they get there.
Czechoslovakia, as long as it was free, gave them the most
liberal sanctuary. I have not found among them feelings of love
or thankfulness for Czechoslovakia. They feel that the time is
now come to leave Czechoslovakia and go somewhere else, but
somewhere else lies in a world which in" its entirety is potentially
anti-Jewish, where the same things may happen one day that
happened in friendly and lovely and tolerant Germany and
Austria. To make hay in those other countries as long as the sun
of tolerance shines, but never to forget that the night of anti-
Jewish repression will follow, that your hosts of to-day are your
* potential foes of to-morrow, is the innermost feeling of men who
have years and generations of wander, wander, wander in their
blood. The one place where they could go,, when tired of wander-
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